AGORDON'S PRIDE

CHAPTER XXXVIII.

Ethel wae uudeoided aB to how to meet
Sir Qaoar. It was useless to Bend excuses
or make delays—the task must be aooom-
pliehed. She thought ot goiug down to
breakfaet, aud then walking out with him ;
but, when she rose from her seat to make
the necessary ohange in her dress, her
limbs trembled eo that she oould not stand.
She oould not go down to breakfaet and
talk and laugh witb those around her—she,
witb her strength all gone. She decided at

last to write a note to him. It eaid
simply,—
“ Deab Bib Oscae,—I| do not feel well

enough to go down to breakfast to-day.
Will you meet me in an hour’s time by the
lakeside ? | have something Tery impor-
tant to say to you.”

Tbe maid to whom she intrusted the
note smiled with delight. She little guessed
the depth of despair in the heart of the
hapless girl who had written it. Sir
Osoar did not smile aa he read. He knew
Ethel so well—be understood ber pride,
her delioate reserve, her modesty, her
graoeful retioenoe Bo well - that to him thiB
little note augured ill. The “ something ”
she had to Bay puzzled him—be would not
even think that she was about to rejeot

im.

“ 1 am 9ure she likes me,” he said to
himself. " She is so proud that, if she did
not love me, she would never bave allowed
me to kiBB her hand—ehe would have dis-
missed me with a word. It must be some
shy, girlish idea.”

Lady St. Norman did not feel iu the
leaBt degree anxious about Ethel’s absenoe
from tbe breakfast table.

“ Sbe like to keep ber lever iu suspense,”
Lady St. Norman told her husband ; and
he laughed at the idea.

“ Whben a proud girl like Ethel does give
up her liberty,” he said, “ | suppose the
happy lover pays dearly for it.”

He never dreamed that the shadow whioh
had Bo long darkened his daughter’s life
was to beoome perpetual gloom. Sir
Osoar went to his appointment ; he was
impatient to know what Etbel had to say
to him. He saw her in the distanoe, sitting
under tbe shade of tbe large oedar-tree,
and his heart beat as he drew near her.
His hope failed when sbe raised her oolor-
less faoe to his.

“ My dearest Ethel,” he eaid, “ 1 have
hastened to obey yoar wish. 1 hope you
have good news for me—you have been
thinking of what I have said, and you will
promise to be my wife ?”

He sat down by her side ; he saw on her
fair faoe the traoee of her long nigbt-watoh,
and he wondered eilently what she was
about to say.

“ If there was any prayer | oould urge
that | have not urged already,” he Baid,
“ 1 would use it, Ethel. I left my life and
_ny love in your hands ; you will give me
something in return for them ?”

“ 1 sent for you, Sir Osoar,” returned
Ethel, “ to tell you that | am grateful for
your love—for your kindness—but that 1
oan never be your wife.”

Her voioe was so altered that he hardly
reoognized it ; and the musio seemed to
have died out of it.

" My dearest Etbel, that is a neat little
speeoh—one tbat you have evidently learned
by heart ; but | refuse for one moment to
believe that you mean it or that you intend
to be so oruel to me ; you oould not.”

“ 1 am sorry,” Bhe faltered, “ but indeed
it ia true, 1 oannot marry you, Sir Osoar.”

Btill he did not believe ; it was Bbyness,
it was ooyneas, it was a desire to tease
him—it oould uot be true. He knelt before
her as one who eued humbly for the favor
of a queen ; he took the white oold hands
in his and looked up into the exquisite
faoe.

" You oannot mean it, Ethel. See,
deareBt, | kneel toyou. Pray do not send
me away from you. You do not know how
dearly I love you. If you were to tell me
to die for you, | would do so witb a smile
on my lips ; but I oannot leave you, Ethel.
There are some things beyond a man’s
strength ; that is beyond mine. Let death
oome if needs muat, but not life without
you 17

“ 1 oannot marry you, Bir Ojoar,” ehe
repeated—and something in the wistful
anguish of her faoe told him the words
were true.

' Ethel,” he asked, “ do you love me ?”

Bhe raised her beautiful eyes Blowly to
his, and in their shadowed depths he read
nothing but despair.

“ Yee,” she replied, “ 1 love you. |
might say 'No,” I might apeak falsely, |
might make some evaBive answer, but it
would be uaeleaa, quite uaeleas. | love you,
Bir Oaoar, but | oan never be your wife.”

His faoe flUBhed aB he listened to her ;
tbe hapless expression of her faoe, the
dreary sound of her voioe filled him with
dismay.

“ Ethel,” he said, gently, “ will you
anewer me one question ? When a man
has to die, he may aBk for areason. Tell
me—do you love any one else ?”

“ No,” she replied, sadly “1 do not.”

“ Have you ever loved any one else ?”

“ No,” she anawered, earnestly—* never
in all my life.”

“Yet you oannot marry me I Oh, Ethel,
you are Baying it to try me I You oannot
be in earnest, my beautiful love I”

“ It ia true, Sir Oaoar,” eaid the girl. “1
love you alone of all theworld. 1 shall never
love any one else, let me live aalong as |
may.”

He looked thoughtfully at her.

“ Ethel, you know that Lord St. Norman

not only favorable to our marriage, but
he is desirous of it.”

“1 know that,” she Baid.

“ There oan be no objeotion on that aoore.
If your father were unwilling, however
dearly | might love you, I would not urge
my suit—honor would forbid it ; but he is
anxioua for our marriage, Ethel. 1 am
rioh enough to be able to give you all tbe
splendor and luxury your heart oan desire.
I oannot, look whioh way 1 will, find any
grounde for your refusal to marry me.”

“It iB not that | will not,” she Baid,
eadly. “ You do not understand, Bir Osoar
—1 oannot. It ia hard tor me for | love
you.”

“ Then, darling, be my wife ; after all it
oan be but a fanoied soruple—nothing
more.”

The saddest smile that ever oame over a
woman’s lips oroaaed here.

"1 would to Heaven it were fanoy—it is
a terrible reality. Sir Oaoar, | love you,
but oan never be your wife because | bave
a Beoret in my life.”

“ A seoret; Ethel I” he repeated. He
looked at the pale, beautiful faoe, with its
sad, sweet lips and tender eyes. “ 1 should
not oare, my darling, if you had five hun-
dred 1 Oh, Ethel, truBt me ; you are young
and inexperienoed, and what you deem of
moment may be nothing after all. 1 am
quite sure of one thing—there oan be noth-
ing in your beautiful, pure young life to
unfit you to be my wife.”

“Thank you for your generoua trust in
me,” she reBponded ; “ but my Beoret will
prevent my marrying you."

“Will you trust me with it?” he asked,
anxiously. " Not that I would know it
from idle ouriosity, but that I might help
you, Ethel.”

" You cannot help me. 1 must bear my
Borrow alone until | die. 1 oling to your
esteem. | oannot tell you my seoret. Be
generoua, and do not ask me to do Bo.”

“ | would Btake my existenoe on your good-
neas, Etbel. If you yourself told me, |
would not believe that you had done wrong.
I would never believe but that you are the
purest and best, even as you are tbe most
beautiful of women.”

“ That depends on what you oall wrong.
1 oannot tell you what 1 did. | will not
tell you my seoret. | did not do wrong
willingly. 1 was young, foolish, blind.”

Her voioe died away, and a deep, bitter sob
oame from her lips.

“Ethel, my darling, if you would but
trust me i” he oried.

“1do trust you, but I oannot tell you
my eeoret. | oan never be your wife, Bir
Osoar. The gulf between ua is one that
nothing oan bridge over. It is deeper and
darker than death.”

“Then, Etnel,” be demanded, in a voice
full of anguiah, “ do you mean that I, with
my heart and aoul full of love for you—
with my whole life depending on you—do
you mean that I am to go away from you,
and never Bee you again ?"

The pasBion in hie voice startled her.
She laid her white hand on his.

“1 mean it, dear,” she said, gently ; “it
must be so—it oannot be helped.”

“ Not even if it breaks my heart,
Ethel ?”

“Not if it breaks your heart, and mine,”
she anewered ; “we muat part, and it will
be unwise for us ever to meet again.”

He buried hie faoe in the Boft silken folds
of her dress, and a silenoe that was full of
pain fell over them. When he raised his
faoe again it waa oolorlees as her own, with
great lines of pain round the firm lips.

“How oruel women arel ” he oried.
“The fairest among them are more oruel
than the boy who cages a bird and then
tortures it to death. Etbel, you knew that
I loved you, and you took my heart in your
hands only to break it. Oh, oruel—oruel
and oold I’

“Nay, Oaoar,” she interrupted. “
stand on the threshold of a parting that
will be to both of us more bitter than
death ; believe me, on my word, | did not
think of love. 1 did not know you loved
me, | did not know that I loved you ; I
thought that we were only dear, true
friends. | never meant to love any one—the
knowledge oame on me aB a shook or a ter-
rible surprise ; but it oame too late. You
believe me, Osoar, do you not ?""

" My poor ohild, my poor Ethel, forgive
me if | seemed to upbraid you. Darling, |
would rather love you, and love you in
vain than win the greatest affeotion from
any one else. But, Ethel, this seoret of
yours—does Lord St. Norman know it ?”

She looked at him, her Bweet faoe white
with terror.

“No,” she replied quiokly ; “and you
must not lead bim to suppose that there i
one, Osoar. He will think I am proud and
oold of heart ; he muat think Bo—better
anything than that he should suspect the
truth.”

“1 wiBh you would trust me,” he said.
" This ia not the age of myatery or
romanoe ; what seoret can a fair young life
like yours hold, Ethel, whioh should pre-
vent your being happy ?”

She, listening to him, buried ber faoe in
her hands, weeping loudly, and orying that
itwas all her fault—all her fault—and
that she waB most bitterly punished for her
sin.

Ethel was the first to reoover herself.
Bir Oaoar was like one stunned by a sudden
blow. Ethel's words were so unexpected
that for a time they bad unmanned him.
She laid ber band on bis, and looked at
him.

“ Heaven knows,” she Baid, “ that |
would have borne anything rather than
have inflioted this pain apon you. | did
not mean it. Will you forgive me ? The
only ploaaant memory | oan oarry with me
through life is that you have forgiven me 1’

“1 have nothing to forgive,” he returned
gently. “ 1 have told you, Ethel, that 1|
would rather be unhappy with your love
than happy with the truest affeotion of
another. You will send me from you, then,
Ethel ?”

“1 must, there ia no alternative. |
send you from me in time, that | may
meet you in eternity. | might have

deoeived you, and done wrong ; but then
there would have been no heaven for me.
I Bhall bear the pain ot my life as bravely
aal can.”

“You are so good, Ethel,” he moaned.
“1 am sure you have done no wrong.” And

then he looked at her white face. "What
am | to do, Ethel? How am | to bear
my life?”

She thought of his own words in India,
and longed to repeat them.

“ |1 must bear it, too,” he oontinued ;
“but it is tbe heaviest sorrow tbat ever
man had to bear. Ethel, do you mean
that I am to go back to Lord Bt. Norman,
tell him that | have failed, and then go
away without the least gleam ot hope ? Do
you mean that ?"

“There is no hope,” Bhe replied; “ and
| Bhall be grateful to you if you will tell my
father. He will be angry and disappointed,
but it oannot be helped.”

"1 will do that, or anything else for you.
And this iB the Izt time, Ethel, that I am
to look into your beautiful faoe and hold
hour hand in mine—the last time | am to
whisper words to you ?”

“ Yes, it is the last time,” she answered.

“ Ethel,” he said, suddenly ; “ make me
one promise—that if ever you want help
you will send for me. 1 will not aBk again
what your seoret is—if you oould you
would tell me. But, if ever there oomes a
time wben | oan help you—when a Btrong
right arm, an earnest will, a devoted heart
may be of servioe to j ou—will you send for
me ?”

“1 will,” ehe said.

“ Another request, my darling—if 1 lie
dying and send for yon, will you oome to
bid me farewell ?”

“Without fail,” Bhe promised.

“ May | write to you, Ethel,” he asked
“ not often, but BometimeB—so tbat I may
hear from yourself that you are living and
well ?”

“ 1t will be better not. Try to forget me,
dear—try even, if you oan, to find BoTe one
else more worthy of your great and gener
oub love ; try to forget me, for | oan never
be your wife, and we two must henoeforth
be aB strangers."”

Aa she said the words he saw her faoe
grow paler, and he knew tbat her strength
waB fast failing her. The greatest kindnees
that he oould do for ber would be to shorten
his terrible parting and to leave her. The
same idea seemed to Btrike Ethel. Sbe
held out her hand to him.

“ Osoar," she said, gently, “ say good-by
to me here and now.”

He olasped her in bia arms, and Bhe did
not ahrink from him—it waa the laat
oareaa, Bad and solemn aa though she lay
on bar deathbed and he had oome to Bay
farewell.

“ Good-by, my love—my wife that should
have been ; my dear and only love good-

He Kkiseed the white lips, not onoe but a
hundred times. Strong man aa he waa,
tears fell from his eyes.

“ Ethel, say one kind word to me, that |
may take it with me through the long years
to oomfort me.”

She bent her sweet faoe near hie.

“1 love you, Oaoar,” she whiapered ;
“ good-by—Heaven bleas you and oomfort
you ; good-by.”

Gently and tenderly he unolasped her
arms from hia neok and plaoed her on the
pretty rustio seat ; onoe more he kissed her
lips, onoe more he said “ good-by, my love
—good-by,” and then, with an effort Bo
great tbat it seemed to rend his heart, he
turned away and left her.

He did not look baok ; if be had done so
he must have returned to her again—and
that bis reason and judgment opposed. He
walked witb rapid footBteps toward the
house, and was soon lost to eight. Bhe
watohed him until hia tall figure bad dis-
appeared between tbe trees.

" Good-by, my love, good-by,” she
repeated, with white lips ; and then, draw-
ing her sbawl around ber, ahe sat perfeotly
still.

It seemed to her that ehe was passing
through the bitterness of death. Hour
after hour sped on, and still she sat there,
unable to move, dreading tbe time when
she must look life in tbe faoce again.

“1f 1 oould but die here,” ehe eaid to

herself; “if Heaven would take pity on
me, and send me eternal rest I’

How oould she go baok through tbe sun-
light to the house ? How oould she meet
people, talk to them, smile on them ? How
oould she play her part in the daily round
ot life while her heart was aohing with ter-
rible pain ? If she oould but sit there iu
silenoe until death oame and took her from
her sorrow.

She oould not find relief in tears, aB some
would have done ; her grief lay too deep for
that. She had said good-by to him, her
only love ; there was nothing now but
patient enduranoe. Life could give her no
greater sorrow, and it held no more joy ; it
was all over—all ended.

Aa she sat there in the glow of sunehine,
her short sad life passed in review before
her—the happy, oareieBB daya, when her
graoeful, fantaatio, imperious rule at Foun-
tavne had filled the whole house with sun-
shine, and her own heart with delight ; tbe
days when she had rejoiced in her father’s
love, bappy and bright aa the birds and the
butterflies, deeiring nothing beyond it ; the
darker time, when pride, anger, aud revenge
bad taken posBsesBion ot ber—the short,
fleeting fanoy that had ended Bo terribly
and so tragioally.

“ There is no exouse for me,” Bhe moaned
—* no exouse ; but was ever human being
more hardly punished for their Bin?”

What great, unutterable bappiness had
been offered to her, whioh she had been
oompelled to put aeide I She might have
been the happiest woman living. She might
have been Sir Oeoar’s wife. All the love,
the joy, the happiness that life holds might
have been here, but Bhe had been obliged to
put it from her and think of it no more.
She raised her White, despairing faoe to the
smiling heavens.

“ | have deserved it all,” s”e said ; " but
I am hardly punished for my Bin.”

It was noon before she left the shade of
the oedar-tree and returned to the house.
Lady Bt. Nu man Baw her walking aoross
the lawn, and she wondered why she
walked Bo Blowly and so sadly. She looked
at her faoe—it' waa odorless, with lines ot
pain all around tne sweet, trembling lipa
Lady Bt. Norman watohed her for some
time in silenoe.

“ Ethel iBill,"”” the said to herself; and
Bhe went out to meet her.

Bhe said no word when she oame near
her—there was something in Ethel s faoe
whiob forbade speeoh—but she went up to
ber room with her, and dosed the door.
Then, with open arms, she turned to her
step-daughter.

N Ethel,” she Baid, gently, " what is it ?
Aud Ethel, olasping her white arms round
the kindly neok, hid her faoe on Helen’s
breaet.

“What is it, my dear ?” aeked Lady Bt.

Norman. She felt Ethel shivering like one
extremely oold.
“ Helen,” said the faint, broken voioe

“you were always good to me—always
kind to me—shield me now a little. Stand
between me and the world.”

“1 will,” promised Lady St. Norman ;
“ tell me one thing, Ethel. Have you
refused Sir Oaoar ?"

“Yes,” she replied ; “1
bim, and he is gone.”

And then, without another word, Lady
St. Norman laid Ethel down upon her bed.

“Try to sleep my dear,” she Baid ; " your
faoe iB flushed, and your eyes burn. Would
it relieve you—would you like to tell me
why you have refused Sir Osoar? | thought
you loved him.”

The girl turned from her with aweary
sigh.

“Do not ask me to do so, Helen. You
have always been kind to me ; but the
greatest kindness you oan do from this
time forth will be never to mention his
name again ;” and Ethel turned from the
kindly face bent over her—turned from
the sunlight and oloeed her eyes, like one
tired of life.

Lady St. Norman was ooneiderate. She
saw tbat Etbel was harassed by some
secret sorrow, and though she waB both
surprised and puzzled, she did not comment
upon it. With a grave, anxious look on
her faoe Bhe went down to Lord St. Nor
man. She found him alone, and certainly,
from the expression ot his countenance,
looking not well pleaBed.

“ Helen,” he eaid, “ | oannot understand
thia. Ethel haa refused Sir Osoar, and he
bas gone away. | thought Bhe liked him.
How diffioult sbe is to please I | oannot
tell you bow annoyed I am.”

It was tbe TiBBion of this fair gentlewo
man to be a peaoe-maker. Witb a gentle
oareseing touoh she laid her band on her
huaband'a shoulder.

“1 know Leonard,” she said ;“ 1 am very
sorry ; but I want to speak to you about
Ethel. Do not be angry with her—she is
not happy.”

“ She ie never likely to be,” aBBerted his
lordship, angrily. “ 1 wonder whom she
would really think good enough for her ?”

“Do you know what my idea ie, Leon
ard ?”

" No,” he replied, softened by tbe eweet-
nesB ot hie wife’e voioe and the graoe of her
manner. “ It ie a sensible idea | am Bure!”

“ | believe that Ethel, in spite of all her
beauty and pride, has bad BoTe great Bor-
row in her life.”

" Whbat sorrow oould Bhe have unknown
to ub ?” be aeked.

“1 oannot tell. She ie proud and
reserved, you know. Perhaps ehe bas
liked some one very muoh who has not
oared for her ; ehe ie not happy; and I
think that must be the oause. Do not say
anything to her, Leonard. Leave her to
me.”

He did not like the idea of his beautiful
Ethel B being unhappy.

“ 1 Bhall not say anything to her, Helen,”
he said. "You must manage her as you
oan. You underetand her better than | do.”

And when, after the lapse of a few dayB,
Lord St. Norman saw hie daughter again,
he eaid no word to her of Bir Osoar ; nor
when he heard that Sir Osoar Oharloote
had left England did he tell her about it.

have refused

CHAPTER SXXIX.

Ten yeare had paseed since the fatal
Bummer morning when Ethel Gordon had
gone out to her fate—ten long years—and
during the oourse of them she had never
heard one word of or from Laurie Carring-
ton. Bhe did not know whether he was
alive or dead ; all ebe did know was that sbe
was bound for life in ohains, the weight ot
whioh grew heavier day by day. Bhe did
not want to bear from him. Bhe did not
oare where be was, nor what he was doing.
He had duped her more oruelly than ever
woman had been duped before. She
detested his name, she loathed his mem-
ory ; but aoross that detestation and loath-
ing oame the memory of the great, pas-
sionate love be had borne her, and it eoft-
ended her heart in BoTe slight degree. She
never expeoted to hear ot him again. It
was ten years Bivoe that fatal morning.
He might be living or he might be dead—
she should never know ; but her life would
be passed in BuBpenBe. Sbe was not afraid
of his finding ber. “ If he had wanted to
find me,” Bhe said to hereelf, “ he would
have managed it before now.”

It was eight yeara sinoe tbe summer
morning when she had eaid farewell to her
lover. During all that time she had never
heard from him. His name was occasion-
ally mentioned in sooiety, and atrangers
Btated that he bad gone to Africa. She
heard of his travelling in Egypt and the
Holy Land. She also heard people won-
dering why he did not return to England
and Bettle at home. But from himeelf she
had no word.

Ten years had gradually changed Ethel
She was a graoeful, lovely girl when she
went to St. Ina’B; now at twenty-eight she
was in the pride of her magnifioent woman-
hood. Borrow had done tor her what noth-
ing else oould have done—it had refined
and iuoreased her beauty ; the glorious
eyes were no longer bright with bappy
laughter, but in their wondrous depths lay
something that made one look at them

again aud again. The exquisite face had
never regained its dainty bloom, but the
beauty of it was peerless—the Bad, sweet
lips, the tender, thoughtful eyes, were more
lovely than ever. The graceful figure had
reaohed its full perfection ; there was a
queenly dignity about Ethel, a sweet, ten-
der gravity that oould oome only from Bor-
row patiently borne. Hers was the peerlesB
beauty of perfect womanhood—a royal
dower ot graoe—and she wore her sorrow
like a diadem.

She had Buffered long and keenly after
Sir Osoar went away, and then ehe learned
more than ever to value Lady St. Nor-
man's love and &|u(ineB. Helen shielded
her from tho world . sbe saw that the girl’a
heart was bruised "and she did her best to
oomfort her. She Btood between her and
all impertinent oomment, all curious ques-
tions—she shielded her from remark, she
bore patiently with her long hours of weary
abstraction and depression. Time passed
on, and her tender kindness never failed.
Lord St. Norman ooncealed his disappoint-
ment as well as he oould ; it was owing to
hie wife's gentle admonition that he never
showed it to Ethel.

For some years she had declined going to
London during the season, and, finding that
the idea of it only gave her pain, Lord St
Norman oeased to mention it. It beoame
a settled thing that, when Lord and Lady
Bt. Norman went to town, shn ehould
remain at Norman’s Keep. She ao ooh-
Btantly refused all invitations, that after a
time people oeased to invite ber. She was
obliged to meet the society that her father
gathered round him, but it soon beoame
an understood thing that Mise St. Norman
» never went anywhere.”

Ot oourse people talked ; those who
remembered her during ber first brilliant
season in London were astonished that she
Bhouid never return to inorease her tri-
umphs. The gtaat people of tbe great
world regretted the beautiful Misa Bt. Nor-
man. Thoee who had been ber rivals
wondered at her ; people asked eaoh other
why she, who waa so young and Bo beauti-
ful, had given up the pleasures of the world,
and had buried herself in the country. For
tbe first year or two many invitations were
sent to her, but she refused them all.

“You Bhouid try to enjoy lite, Ethel,”
said Lady Bt. Norman to her one day ; and
Ethel, looking at her with aad, sweet eyes,
aaid, BiTpiy—

“ What people call
long ago, Helen.”

It seemed like ’t. All hor girlish vivaoity
disappeared ; a sweet, patient gravity that
did not belong to her yeara had taken its
place. She offered no murmur, Bhe uttered
no regret ; she seemed like one who stood
aeido while her life with all ita orowd of
events passed by her. There oould be no
more change for her. Suns rose and set,
tides ebbed and flowed, the BeaBonB oame
and went, but all tbat was left for her to
do was to wait in patienoe until the end
oame. Never more would her heart Btir
even faintly with hope—never more would
joy or happiness still her pulse or flush her
faoe ; it waa all over, and sbe was waiting
for tbe end.

How long would it be in ooming ? How
many dreary years must pass first? For,
thongh ber sorrow waa great. Bhe had the
gifta of etrength and health. She aBked
hereelf eometimea bow muoh longer theae
would laBt, and how far cff the longed-for
end could be. It might not oome for years
and years. She piotured the years aBthey
epread out in dreary length before her.
They would be spent at Norman’B Keep—
she would never oare to leave it again ; and
eaoh year would be tbe laet—eaoh would
be dreary, hopeless, and deBolate. So
alowly and surely would ebb away the life
that might, but for her own folly, have been
Bo bright and joyous.

Cheerfully Bhe did all the little duties
that fell to her lot—she went to the village
to assiet the poor and siok ; and then people
looked at the beautiful, saddened faoe, and
wondered why Mies St. Norman waa differ-
ent from any one else.

While the Babbath bells were ohiming,
she walked with Lord St. Norman to the
grand old parish ohuroh. Those who saw
her then never forgot her—the beautiful,
listless, weary face, the sad eyea that
alwaye seemed to be looking ao far away,
the sweet lipa that were Bo rarely parted
to smile.

She eat in the old ohurch, while the Bun
streamed through the windows and the
children's voioea were raised in song ; but
those who saw ber there said she looked
more like the marble statue of a eaint than
like a living woman.

If she heard that any of the villagers
were in trouble, Bhe never rested until sbe
had done her best to oomfort them, but she
avoided all soenes of gayety and amuse-
ment. Lady St. Norman was distressed
to aee her turn one day faint and shudder-
ing from ithe merry chimes ot wedding-
bells, yet neither Lord St. Norman nor hie
wife ever aeked wbat had oauBed the ohange
in her.

They were Bpeaking of her one evening,
when Lord Bt. Norman said—

"1 am grievously disappointed in my
daughter—she is Bo ohanged, Helen. She
used to be bright and lively ; ber laugh wae
free and unrestrained. She waa the pleae-
antest, sweetest girl you oan imagine—even
her pride, her petulanoe, her odd oaprioes,
had a oharm of their own—she had a quiok
word for every one; now her pride, her
viyapity, her girlishnese BeeT all to have
died together. 1 oannot imagine what hae
ohanged her.”

(To be continued.)

life, ended for me

The Fighting Innlnwm |n Man.

There iB not the elightest oertajnty that
any invention, however terrible, would put
an end to war : while there ia almoet a cer-
tainty tbat if euoh an invention were per-
fected it would grievously inoreaBe the
TieerieB ot mankind. Taken in tbe lump,
men will face any meane of deBtruation
whatsoever, if also they possess it them-
selves. Give two men piBtole, and they will
light aoross a handkerohief. They are not
afraid of death, but only of death without
a ohanoe of viotory. King Theodore of
Abyssinia aeked his oourtiers, when the
rooket atioka fell at hiB feet, if he oould
reasonably be expected to face things like
thoee, and ultimately, jn pure deBpair of
defeating eoienoe with unscientific weapons,
killed himeelf ; but if he also had posBeeaed
rockets be would have fought on. No i»en,
not even Prussian sailors or English sailors,
will faoe shells without ebells to tbrow
baok; but when they have shells
tbey faoe the enemy’s shell as bravely as
they did the old round shot. The méthode
of war are ohanged by eoienoe, but war ie
not extinguished. Suppose it true that
able ohemiBts and mechanicians oould
invent a method of throwing asphyxiating
vapor on a B» ping army, what would be
the result? F..at, the adoption of BoTe
proteotive covering, suoh as iron-olad huts
for Bleeping in ; next, the adoption of a
method of ei camping whioh apread the!
army over a surfaoe too great or too uneven
to be reaohed ; and next, the use of suoh
devioes as were used by the assailing foroe.
Huxley would maroh with his fishermen to
ohoke Tyndall and his Alpine climber. War
would then oonsist mainly of efforts to
obtain advantageous positions, from which
showers ot death would be thrown, but war
would not oeaae. Forlorn hopes would be
organized among ohemists or mechanicians
as easily as among soldiers, enormous
rewards would be paid to the new warriors,
and natione would fight eaoh other ae
briekiy as ever.—London Spectator.

To meet the requirements of a clasaio
figure a lady Bhouid be 5 feet 4% inohes tall,
32 inohes bust measure, 24 inches waiet, 9
inohes from armpit to waiet, long arma and
neok. A queenly woman, however, should
be 5 feet 5 inohea tall, 31 inohee about the
bust, 26J inohee about the waiet, 35 over
the hipe, 11j inohes round the ball of the
arm and 6J around tbe wrist. Her hands
and feet should not be too amall.

IMeltD tu Your w ife.
Tho Manchester Goaedian, June sth, 1683, Bays

At one of the

“ Windows”

Looking on tbe woodland ways ! With
olumps of rhododendromB and great maasea
of May loBBoTB 111“ There was an inter-
eeting group.

It inoluded one who bad been a “ Cotton
Bpinner,” but waa now ao

HOUSE HAVING IN SPAIN. races, v hion amounted in 1883 to about
£8,000, ie divided among three olaeeee of
horses : firBt, thoroughbreds imported ;
eeoondly, thoroughbreds in the Peninsula,
and, thirdly, half-breds (horses with any
Spanish Btrain), Arabs and Barba. The
greater portion of the racing eetabliBh-
. X o mente are owned by Spaniards, but with
The morning sunlight, flinging eff one by few exceptions tbe borecs are ridden by

one itB tinte and Bhades of pearly gray and professional EngliBh jookey3. The soale of

CurionwSights nnd Sounds nt nn Amlalu-
slan Course—Spectators who Interest
the Strangers as Tlvxucb as the Sports
Do—(Jay Colors and Strange 17lusic—
The Spanish Newmarket.

delioate purple, settlee down into the deep, weights ranges from 50 to 80 kos, (110 Paralyzed I 1!
oonoentrated, unwinking glare of a SpaniBh pounds to 124 pounds). Over one hundred That he could only bear to lie in a reolin-
autumnal day, bringing out the bold dark thoroughbred horaes and mares have of ing poeition.

ebadowe of the broad orange tree leaves,

late yeare been imported from England
and dropping the slender pomegranate

and Franoe. | may mention Thunder-
foliage where the ruby-hearted fruit no Btone, Monkoaetle, Monaroh (by Lord Cliff Looomoter Ataxy”
longer lurks. Down on the white walls den), Britomartis (who was reoently burnt (a paralytic disease of nerve fibre rarely cured
and duBty streets of the Andaluaian town to death in the royal stables), Rifle (by ang waa for eeveral yeare not able to attend
of Jerez-de-la-Frontera falls the steady Musket),Chanoello*(by Exohecquer), Fitz- ¢ my bueineas, although
Bunblaze and finds tbe place unusually Plutus, Pagnotte, Doubie-Blano, Vesuve, And for the laat Five yeara not able to
Btirring ; bugineas is thrown aside, and the  Juventus (by Wild Oats—Apology),and Cor- attend to my buginess, although
great monarch of the plaoe (wine) rests for nist. The moet prominent amongthc large ;. thingB have been done for me
thia day at least in peaoe, and little obtains breeders of the tboroughbrede are the Duke  The last experiment being Nerve stretching.
attention save particulars of the anticipated of Fernan Nunez, with Pagnotte for a sire, ~ Two yearsago I was voted into the
** Carrera doB oaballos,” whioh even exoiteB and Mr. W. Garvey, a noted eberry shipper Home for Incurables | Near Manchester,
something faintly resembling intere”in the of Jerez, with Monaroh. The Maiquis Da in May, 1882.
UBtlesB, brown-faced Spaniards, who BToke Saltilo, of Seville, stands easily at the head 1am no “ Advooate”; “ For anything iu
perpetual cigarettes under the bouse walla, of the breeders ot the half-breed oiaga. By the shape of patent” Medioinee ?
and whose eyee are ever oloeed under the royal decree a peninsular etiid-book was ~ And made many objeotione to my dear
knotted handkerchiefs that bind their started some twelve months ago. wife’s couetant urging to try Hop Bittern,
heads. ) . The noble army of "bookiee” ie not put finally to paoify her—

At the appointed time there InTbers up largely represented in Spain. A few Consented !l
to the etarting-place a vehicle chosen to Frenoh baok-Takers attend the Madrid I had not quite finished the first bottl j
oarry us to the course, a distanoe of some and Baroelona meetinge, and the Pari when | felt a ohange oome over me. Tbi >
six miles, and, after taking in sundry Mutuel system appeare to be eetabliBhed at was Saturday, November 3rd. On Sunday
promising paokages of eolids and liquids, all the Spanish raoes, but betting does not morning I felt so strong | said to my room

ThiB refere to my oase.
| wae Attaoked twelve years ago with

away we go through the narrow Btreet from seem to be oarried on to a very heavy companions, “ 1 was sure | oould
the Fonda, as merry aparty as the tradi- extent. “Walk |
tional oriokets. With arattle and a _jolt, Sport, however, ie keenly appreciated So started aoross the floor and baok.

and with the “ oraok, oraok ” of the driver’s
whip tinging like pistol shots, we Btrike
into the long, brown, sandy road, where them every Buooess in their efforts for the
that abominable vegetable, the priokly advancement of honest and straightforward
pear, forms on either side a most formida-  aoing.
ble hedge. Broiling hot and dusty
Btretohes the way to the ground, not closely
paoked with lines of carriages, but bright
with oolor and motley in oharaoter. Here
comes a young Spaniard, driving his oheet-
nuts, there goes an Englishman, turning
out as an Englishman should ; now wc don to Minister Phelpe : | believe the time
pass eome muleteere, wearing round hate ill pome—I do not expeot to live to Bee it
with a ball on orown and brim, and with muyself, although I may see some advance
their  waists ~ Bwatbed in  gaily toward it, but | believe my children and
oolored  eashea, ~who jog merrily grandchildren will ae oertainly see it as
onward, sitting sideways on their mules, anything before the eye now—1 believe the
and puffing oigarette BToKe through their time will oome whon the Amerioan nation,
noetrile ; then a regiment of beggars, having, by vast sacrifices of blood and trea-
patriarohioally bearded, ragged and filthy  gyre, “accomplished tbe freedom of men,
exhibiting maimed limbe or huge ecars and  the labor of the men will be as free as tbe
asking alms in the peouliar naaal whine in  podies of tbe men. (Loud oheere.) The
whioh Spanish mendioantB always peater puke of Argyll eaid the great men of
you in this land of peBtering mendioants ; natione help to form tbe greatness of
next an Andalusian peasant, gay in coBtume natione. Well, | ehould say that these the other evening by tbe presence of mind
and with his hair tied in a pigtail with great natione—the one on thie Bide of the ot the wife of one ot our most respeoted
oolored ribbons, oarrying a girl behind bim  Atlantic, and the one that promises to be oitizem. The family oonsista of the hue-
on hie horse, and after the style of the old myoh greater on the other side of the Atlan- band, wife and two ohildren. We briefly
EngliBh pillion ; then the inevitable boys, tjo—theee two nationswill, to agreatextent, narrate tbe thrilling experienoe of thia
whoee dirty white ehirts are tuoked into gyide the future polioy of the world. family. Mr. X. hurrieily entered the
ragged blue or yellow trousers, over whioh (Hear, hear) It often BtrikeB me as avery room  where hie wife and family were
are twiBted sashes tbat have onoe been oyriouB thing that in Amerioa the Massa- aeated and from the determined expression
scarlet—boys who chant the monotonoua chusetts man has not the slightest objec- upon hie face, Mrs. X. saw at once tbat
oountry aongB in a long-drawn falsetto that  tjon to deal commercially with somebody something was amisB. He demanded bis
Bets your teeth on edge ; and aweeping by jn California or in the extreme South, in razor, whioh bad aocoidently been removed
oomes a oarriage full of eenoritas, dark- [ guisiana or Texae ; but he hae the great- The horror experienced by Mrs. X. may be
eyed, blaok-eyed, and with that most use- get objeotion—no one oan tell why, except imagined, and in order to devert bis atten-
ful and indispensable of instrumenta, the that it is a euperBtition—to trade with peo- tion inquired for what purpose be wantedf
fan, going in full foroe. . ple in Canada or in Great Britain and Ire- to use it. Imagine her relief when h>r
The road ie in an uproar, for one oarriage |and. Bnt why ? If wewere all ehoved into stated his intention of removing a oorn or
oalleth to another ; the ladiee, pleased to the United Statee ; if we were one oountry, two whioh aohed terribly, and like a true
get a day’e pleaeure out of doore—not, I \ijth only one objeot, nobody would deny woman Bhe waB equal to the oooasion, for
believe, a very ueual ocourrence, exoept that anything would be more natural than sbe had already purchased a bottle of
when the family i8 more or less Anglicized that manufaoturerB of the two oountriee Putnam’s Painless Corn Extraotor, ot
—ohat and laugh with their fatberB and should intermingle, and everybody would which, on every hand, she had heard noth.

both by the Spanieh themeelveB and the
English reeidents, and I, for one, wish

| hardly knew howto contain myself. | was
all over the house. | am gaining strength each
day,Sta_nE tcan walk quite safe without any

4 5tick £+

Or Support.

I am now at my own house, and hope Boon to
be able to earn my own living again. | have been
a member of the Manchester

"Royal Exchange”

For nearly thirty years, and was most heartily
congratulated on going into the room on Thurs-
day last. Very gratefully yours,John Blaokbubn

M anchesteb (Eng.) Deo. 24, 1883.

Two years later am perfectly well.

FUTUKK OF XIIJE NTAI'’KS.

How it Appears to America’s Greatest

.English Friend.
Said John Bright at the dinner in Lon-

IS'None genuine without a bunch of green
Hops on the white label. Shun all the vile
poisonous stuff with “Hop ” or “Hops™in
their name.

There are 51,252 post-offioee, of whioh
2,233 are worth over $1,000 eaoh, and are
filled by presidential appointments. Tho
Postmaster General attends to tbe balanoc
and hae a very pleaBant time of it.

A Trrriblc Trngctly.
A terrible tragedy waa happily averted

brotbere in the pretty, liBping dialeot that agree that it was not only the best, ingbut praise.” Avoid the evils of domeetiQ
gives the z’s, o's and many of the s’s the put alao the most profitable thing life by using Putnam's Corn Extraotor.
sound of “tb ;” the peasants shout and for the population of the two

sing and get generally exoited at the dingy countries.  (Hear, hear) My point The General Asaembly of Sootland bad
little “posado” among the priokly-pear je that the great question of mili- the question ot instrumental musio up
hedges, where you obtain—if you oan drink tary preparations, establishments and again at ita reoent Bessions, and by a

it—oountry wine, but where the thoughtful \yars will reoeive in all

proprietor also dispenses oold water at a 3 more ocmplete solution by the
farthing a glass. And so horses, mulee,

probability majority of a 100 it waa determined that
free com- the ohurohee Bhouid be at liberty to intra-
: > mercial intercourse of nations than from duos instruments of music into the service
donkeya, oarriages and people arrive at tbe any other teaobing ; tbat it you allow tbe of praiae whenever a large majority of the
ground, whiob I» simmering in the heat like people of other oountriee frankly and congregation so voted. How many are
a huge oven, and decked with many agaudy openly to trade with eaoh other, they will neoeseary to make a * large” majority is
flag, from the red and yellow of Spain t0 |earn” the lessone of peace from the not stated.
our own Union Jaok. Here we have mili- pagee of their ledgere. (Oheere). Theee

tary element enough I Soldiers to keep yaet arties in Europe—you ought to thank Honest nnd True.

the ground and Boldiers to look on; heaven every day that you are not Europe  This is eminently the oase with PolBon’s
the little linesman, baggy aa 10 (jqughter and oheers)—these vast armies in Nerviline, the great pain oure. It ie an
hie nether garmentB, improbable aa Eyrope are kept up under the pretenoe and honest remedy, for it contains the most
to hia forage oap, and eomewhat \ijth the uae of the argument that the powerful, the puraat and most oertain pain
elouohing in his “ Bet-up ;” the oavalry people will bear the 0oBt of them ; they are subduing remedies known to medioal
eoldier, wasp-waisted, clad in hie sky-blue kept up, it iB eaid, to safeguard the peace Boience. It is boneet, for it does all it
jaoket abounding in braid, and carrying bis of the nations to which they belong. There claime to do. It is honest, beoauee it is the

ourved sabre; the gendarme, quaintly je nothing under heaven Bo adverse to peace beat in the world. It only oosta 10 or 25

oooked-hatted, with old-fashioned lapelled a3 the establishment and maintenance of oents to try it, and you oan buy a bottle at
ooat, breeohes and oross-beltB. And there, these great armies. (Oheere). | am satis- any drug store. Nerviline oures toothaobe,
somewhat lese oonspiowous, are otherB fied that, if it were possible for England neuralgia, pain in the baok and Bide. All
badged like watermen, and oarrying old- and France and Germany and Austria and paine are promptly relieved by Poison’s
faehionei pieoes, on whioh the ugly little RysBia and Italy to aboliBh the tariffs and Nerviline.

oopper oap gleams ominously. These are |et commeroeflow freely, it would be beyond
the men appointed to aot as oonetables. tnhe possibility of King or Queen, of the
Whether they have now dispensed with czar or Kaiser, or statesmen of any rank,
their lethal weapone 1 oannot Bay, but on {5 pring those nations to war. (Cheers).
the occasion of whioh I am writing they
bore them, and seemed quite prepared to
use them it required, altbough the plaoe
was wonderfully free from the genue
“rough,” whiob, in eunny Spain, is quite
aB dangerous and more deadly than hie
EngliBh counterpart.

We have not long to wait before a hoarse
bell jangles out its eummons, and those
engaged in the first raoe move up to the
starting point with little oeremony, and a
warm point they must find it, for the glare
of the sun makes one glad to remain in the
Bhady stand, or under the shadow of the
adjacent paddock, ae the oourse itself is a
long flat of brown, fleoked here and there
with a tiny leafless flower, like unmelting
anowflake, and without a tree to break the
monotony, or a veBtige Ot herbage save the
Bpiky, dun-oolored “ monkey-date.” The
gay oolors of the ridere—with few exoep-

A eoaroely religious subjeot to be die-
ousBed in the Congress of the Protestant
Episonpal Ohuroh, in New Haven, next
October, iB “ The Ethics of the Tariff
Question.”

lirnnl’e Family.

A New York report saya; Mrs. Grant
will have a oompetenoy from the sale of
Gen. Grant's book, Bo that ehe oan afford to
lift the mortgages for $52,000 on the house
at 3 East Sixty-sixth street. But the family
will probably never occupy the house again. and overdoing ? It may well be ooneidered
They never felt at home there after the one of the most alarming symptoms of the
removal of Gen. Grant’a war reiioB and diaeace, whbere the patient is reokless
memorial treasures in May. Gen. Grant'a and will not believe that he is in danger.
connection with Grant & Ward led hia Reader, if you are in this oondition, do not
relativea to inveet their posaessiona with negleot the only meane of reoovery. Avoid
the firm, and when the crash oame it swept exposure and fatigue, be regular in your
away notonly the fortunes of Gen. Grant habita, and use faithfully ot Dr. Pierce’s
and of hia wife and three aone, but of four “Golden Medioal Disoovery.” It hae saved
familiee of blood relatione. Gen. Grant thouBande who were steadily failing.
felt reeponeibility for the eupport of all
thoee dependent upon him on aocount of  NijlBBon is about to make her firet pro-~
the failure, and for all of them be expeoted feesional tour in her native Sweden einoe
tione amateure—glanoe in the white and to make provision from what the book Bpe beoame a great singer. Sbe was born
quivering sunlight, and as the winner would yield. Mra. Grant, who receivea the jn 2 woodohopper’s hut, in the foreet of
rolls in, yells of delight break from benefit of the book without qualification, Wexioo, forty-two yeare ago.
tbe friends of the dumpy little Spaniard may uae the money as she ohooeee, but Bhe

le It Not Singular

that ooneumptives should be the leaet
apprehensive ot their own oondition, while
all tbeir friends are urging and beeeeohing
them to be more oarefnl about expoeure

who has Buooeeded in passing the post will undoubtedly follow out Gen. Grant’s

before  hie riyals. And now the plan of benefaotion. She will sell the Long TO

military band blares out a somewhat Branch oottage. Col. Fred. Grant will DEALER AND CONSUMER
brazen waltis. A good band it is, and have hie father’s library and all hia papere,

Wk import only the finest

many of whioh are very valuable. Some of

powerful in lung, but still in the night
them are autograph letters of European

season does that demon ophioleide revisit I ) gualitie.3 of Coffee and Spice.

our ears. Never oan we forget the weird rulers. U. B. Grant, jun.,, may remain on L ) Id

power of that performer upon an instru- his. New Jersey farm.  Jeeee Grant hae a Oui n HSN DIiD Coffee,S

ment that Bhudders gloomily through the ohanoe as engineer in a projeot for a rail- ground an unground in 1 b

shriller oorncts, and makes us think of road in the valley of the Euphrates. Mrs. 1 i

Zamiel and that wonderful inoantation Nelly Bartoris will return to England, tins, If) a perfe_ct quury'

soene in the wolf'e glen. It ie fitful, it is where her husband and ohildren are. Our 10(_:. tinsofpure spice
are perfection ; all our goods

despairing, at times falling Buddenly silent,
when we begin to hope that fatigue bas branded “r:-re”’c'e guaranteed
free from adul . lition.

Kiipture, Breach or Hernia.
at length overoome him. We pioture to
ourselves his fainting and being supported
by his condoling companions, when there

New guaranteed cure for worse oases
without uae of knife. There is no longer

bursts forth a note eo low that it freezes any need of wearing awkward, cumber- ) Dr Baking Powder,

the blood in our veine. It seems ae though SCMe trusses. .Send two letter Btamps for js “y9%. ISs Best Friend.”

we oan hearrf’lut‘t‘otgireot_ing deatth to sgg_ize g:{gg:‘;eﬁv?ggiCra?fegesr;gi?étiowoggs lvllje;isn_ The ade ;ipplied with

d:)wynptﬁ(sevsvtvorerg I € volce went receding  ayreet, Buffalo, N. Y. whole I_(oastu Ground
More raoes—notably in whioh oertain Fif h d | ded th COffee$ INAir- 3AQ<S, or

Engliehmen are prominent—more musio, ifteen ft e Chantn attﬁ”.e the 25 Ib- ting.

more ghoBtly, brazen notes, and so the day °Pening of the autauqua University.

runs on, and the races are all over, the ©Ono Of tho instruotora, who oonduota his Pure Ground Spices lu

jokes all Baid, and tbe wine all oonsumed, €Xaminations and gives out new lesaone by g sjzed packages.

as hath been tbe custom of race meetings g]aasls!’ has now over 28,000 pupils in hie

W. . DUNN & CO,

CANADA MILLS. HAMILTON.

VI BANAES G K

HAMILTON, CANADA.

Itrom time immemorial. In oonoiusion, |
may add that BoTe years have been paseed
sinoe the meeting at Jerez-de-la-Frontera
whioh 1 have attempted to desoribe, and
alterations have been made effecting vaet
mprovemente in Spanish raoing. It may,
perhaps, be of interest to give a few faots
to show the position the sport holds in the
estimation of Spaniards.

Jerez, whioh might almost be oalled the
Bpanisb Newmarket, was the spot in whioh
raoing was first introduced in tbe year
1868. Since that time olubs have been
formed at Seville, Cadiz, Cordova, Granada,
Barcelona and Madrid. Lisbon alone in
Portugal represenie a racing oentre. At
almoBt all these centres permanent studs,
paddooks and raoe-oourees exist, and sport
is oarried on aooording to English and
Frenoh raoing ruies. H. M. King Alfonso
is a atanoh supporter of sport, to whioh
probably his English military eduoation
gaye him an inclination, and he ie honorary
president of all the above-mentioned clube.
The Madrid eetablishment, where the best
Bport now takes plaoe,
£70.000.

The added money to the Peninsular

Don’t hawk, hawk, blow, spit and disgust
everybody with your offensive breath, but
uae Dr. Bage’s Catarrh Remedy and end it.

A few days ago the nobility of Russia
celebrated the oentenary of their rights and
privileges as granted by Catherine Il1. Tbe
Emperor addressed them in along imperial
reaoript, highly praising their servioes to
the throne and oountry and expressing full
oonfidenoe in their oontinued fidelity and
devotion. In all the prinoipal towns of the
empire tbe fete was kept with general
aooord,while at St. Petersburg and Moscow
various oeremoniea, proceaeiona and balls
were arranged. One well-known member
of the nobility aignallized the event by
entirely remitting all arreara of land
redemption taxes owed by his former
peaaanta, amounting to 280,000 rubles.

When Annie Leon left New York twenty-
two years ago to attend her husband and
son, who were mortally wounded at Gettys-
oost upward of burg, Bhe loet her 2 year-old daughter. The
girl hae juet been found in a blind aByinTt
«t Columbus, O.

T HE OLDEST AND THE MOST

_COMPLETE Indies’ College in the
Dominion ; has over 190 graduates; has edu
catod over 2,000 young ladies ; has gver 150
room* and every convenience for comfort nnd
health. Unusual advantages in Musio and Art
€)[penﬂ Sept. let. Address the Principal. A.
BITKN9) I>.1>, LL.D. (Mention this paper.)
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Lorillard's Climax Plug
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Kos«; Tieafflnecut; that Lorlllardyg
Navy CJ

ippiugM, and that Lorillard’s SumUs,
tlio best aIrP(PéHgapesatr,‘ quaﬁty c%rr:sfaeresd ?u nis, are
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